luncheon at a very good hotel, washed down by a memorable
Mersault Charmes.
I do not think that either of us was exceptionally greedy,
but it is surprising when one comes to the evoking of past
happiness how often it is associated with memories of food
and drink. One could never forget the flowers in Florence,
the glory of them heaped round the Porcellino, but neither
do I forget the mascherpone eaten with lashings of peach
jam, nor the great blue-green Tuscan asparagus. And in
memories of Fontainebleau the Chateau must always go
hand in hand with its delectable namesake the featherweight
cream cheese . . . while as for wines . . . they are memory
incarnate ... Coup de Mistral and the Cote des Maures ...
Vin Santo and Castel Toblino ... Maddalena and Bolzano,
Gewurz Traminer and Riquewihr, Castel Rametz and
Merano.... I feel I could go on listing them indefinitely,
but one of the more recent memories is among the most
pleasant. A fiasco of golden sunshine bought in the station
at Orvieto together with two ignoble little cardboard cups.
We sat in the train face to face, John and I, with that flask
between us on the little table. It was the last time we were
ever to see Rome together and when we got there the flask
was empty,... I shaft not drink again of that fruit of the
vine until I drink it with her . . . where she now awaits
me. . . .
To return to Holland Street ( a long way from Rome),
it was a charming house and we lived there for four years.
Something of a record for us, wandering Gentiles that we
were. As a matter of fact when we decided to sell it it was
not a matter of choice but of necessity, as John was in
urgent need of ready money to meet the legal costs of the
defence of The Well of Loneliness. The lease of the house
was a valuable asset and it was bought on the day it was
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